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Hot foot they followed the trail,
Till they came to a rocky shelf, When the gaunt man whispered low,
" 0 king, take heed to thyself. Lo ! the tiger's den," and he showed
A cavern's mouth in gloom, Which opened wide in the steep hill's side,
Like the portal of a tomb.
Below in the trodden sand
Were the footsteps huge and grim, And half buried in leaves and grass
The bones of a human limb. Then Bhim spake a word in his ear,
As he held the king by the arm, ** I beg thee stay, my lord, this day,
Ere thou come to grievous harm*
u If thou fall, this realm of thy sires
Will be given o'er to strife, What is the death of a child,
That thou shouldst lose thy life ?" But the young king stern replied,
"I wear the dead maid's gage, And call it folly or worse,
I will face the beast in his rage,"
Again Bhim pleaded low;
"My sovereign liege, I pray, 0 think of thy country's weal.
Turn back while yet thou may*"